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COME ON, DINO, WE'RE HE'S OUT OF HIS 
GOIN! ON THE ROLLER- MIND! I'M GONNA 
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UKES ZIZI, MISTER! HOW DANO TO WATTH a ¥ 
MANY TICKETS ? ZIZl... . & BETTER SHOW THAN 
Zizi! 


, DINO! SHE'S 
NO TALENT 


W-WAIT 4 
MINUTE, 
DINO/T..,. 
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YOU LIKE Zizi SO 
MUCH, TILL SELL HER 
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FRED, DID YOU Just) ( YOU BET I GO ANG BRING Hii Back! 
KICK DINO OUT OF oe Sia 


I NEED. A BOY 


BAI i & IE StS 


Y HEY, THE LITTLE Guy 
1S ANATURAL CLOWN, 
I'LL USE HIM IN MY 


ae THE TROUBLE. 
I AIN'T STUPID 


ASTER CLOWN, HAVE YOU SEEN 1 
4 STUPID LOOKIN’ DINO 
AROUND HERE ? 
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NEXT TIME YA RUN AWAY FROM. 
HOME; DINO, LEMME KNOW SO I. 
CAN LEAVE FIRST! 


FRED WILL BE 
“PLEASED WHEN 

HE SEES THIS 
~ FLOWER LEI 


GEE, I 
DIDN'T KNOW. 
HE HATED 

FLOWERS| 


O00 DINO! HE 
ALWAYS WAS AFRAID 
OF LIGHTNING! 


= KNOW YOURE IKI THERE, DINO! 
1A WANTA KNOW WHAT THE ODDS 
ARE AEAINST GETTIN STRUCK 


EVES DINO! THE ODDS FRED HOW SWEET! 
tou UNDER THE ( 
BED TO HELP DINO 
CRAWL OUT! 


OPEN YoLIR’ 
AGAINST BEING STRUCK ARE, VIPES 


I COULD HEAR YQU 
BETTER IE YOU WERENT 
HIDING UNDER THE 

BED. MY HERO! 
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I HEARD YA CALLIN’ 
FROM THE GREAT, 
BEYOND, OL! PAL/. 
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TLL BET YOU RAN INSIDE WHEN THE 
FIRST LIGHTNING BOLT HIT, DIDNT 
_ YOL, DINO? 


, YOU WEREN'T IN YOUR 
HOUSE WHEN IT WAS 
DESTROVED? 
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IT'S ALL RIGHT; 
PEBBLES! DINO 
CAUGHT DADDY! 
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It was a beautiful, summer day and the Flintstones 
were having a family picnic in the backyard. 

Wilma hummed a happy song as she set the picnic 
tablé. Baby Pebbles giggled cheerfully as she built 
sand castles in her sandbox. Fred grinned from ear te 
ear as he watched three, huge, thick, delicious - look- 
ing steaks sizzle on the grill. Nothing made Fred hap- 
pier than knowing he was going te eat and seon. 
Fred bent over and sniffed the delightful aroma of 
the charcoal broiled sirloins. He licked his lips. Fred 
Flintstone, the notorious chow hound, could hardly 
wait to sink his teeth inte those tender, juicy steaks. 

Another member of the Flintstone family was also 
eyeing the meat on the grill. Dino the dinosaur sat 
near the grill and stared hypnotically at the steaks. He 
was so hungry that he couldn't keep his long tengue 
inside of his mouth. Dino drooled as he imagined how 
wonderful those stecks would taste. 

“The table is set, Fred,”’ said Wilma. ‘Are the steaks 
done?” 

“They‘re just about ready,” answered Fred as he 
poked the juicy meat with « huge fork. “Come over 
here and see for yourself!” Fred suggested. 

Wilma walked over to the grill. She was surprised 

because there were three steaks instead of four. “Why 
did you cook three steaks?” asked Wilma “That's not 
jh for a family picnic!” 
I only cooked three steaks because | only bought 
three steaks,” snapped Fred. ‘There is one for you, one 
for Pebbles and one for me. Three steaks are all we 
need!" 

- “We need four!!’ corrected Wilma, “You-forgot to 
buy a steak for Ding. He's a member of the Flintstone 
family, and this is a family pienie!” stated Wilma. 

“That mutt doesn’t deserve a steak. He's only a 
pet,” argued Fred. “Bones, scraps and leftovers are 
goed enough for him!" replied Fred as he took two 
steaks off of the grill for Wilma and Pebbles. Fred liked 
his well done so he let it cook @ little longer. 

Dino growled when he heard what Fred said, “That 
fat cheapskate! I'll fix him,” thought Dino as he eyed 
Fred's steak, 

The temptation of the tasty meat before him was 
too much to resist! When Fred turned his back to serve 
his wife and daughter, Dino acted! Quicker than 
lightning, Dine grabbed the steak and gobbled it up. 
Dino put the bone back on the grill for Fred. 

When Pred turned around and saw the bone lying 
where his steak had been — his temper expleded! 

°Oon't be upset Fred,” teased Wilma. “If scraps and 
Lsies are goed erreugh for one member of the family, 
sen they're good enough for another member of tha 


8 Abt I 


family. Enjoy your bone, dear!” Wilma was obviously 
on Dino's side, 

“Gee Goo, Ga Ga, Da-Da!” added Pebbles which 
meant that she agreed with her mother. 

“Dino, get out of my sight and don’t ever come 
back!” yelled Fred’ who was furious. “Never darken 
my doorway again, you erumby dinosaur!” ordered 
Fred as he pointed off into the distance. 


Dino sighed sadly: He felt like crying. The dinosaur 
didn't want to lose his happy home, but he wasn’t 
sorry for eating Fat Freddie's steak. Dino proudly 
galloped away holding his head up high. He'd finda 
new home, He was an intelligent dinosaur. He wasn’t 
worried! Fred Flintstone was o bonehead for throwing 
him out! : 

Later that night, Wilma and Pebbles were crying 
their eyes out because they missed Dino. They wanted 
him back. Fred's firey temper had cooled. He, toe, 
wanted Bino back. =" 

“I ge out and find him,”’ Fred announced. “He 
can't be very for away!” 

“I just hope that he'll come back,” sobbed Wilma, 
“He might have found a happier home!” 

“Whe would want a dumb, old dinosaur like Dino? 
Fred answered. “He'll come crawling back on his 
hands and knees," added Fred ashe walked out of the 
front door. 

After hours of searching, Fred finally found Dine ata 
drive-in hamburger stand. Dine was doing tricks for 
the customers. © 

“Dino, I’ve come to take you home,” Fred said to hie 
pet. Dino ignored his former master. 

“Get lest, Mac! That dinosaur works for me now!’ 
said the owner of the hamburger stand. “His act is br- 
inging in a lot of customers. | pay him by giving him all 
of the hamburgers he can eat. He can stay here as long 
as he wants to,” stated the burly owner as he waved a 
fist in front of Fred’s nose. ; 

“Please come home, Dino,” begged Fred. “Wilme, 
Pebbles and | miss you. If you come heme, you can 
have steak anytime you want it. I promise you won't 
hive to eat scraps anymore!” 

Dino stopped performing. He wanted to go home 
because he missed the Flintstones as much as they 
missed him, Dino just wanted to make Fred apologize. 
He liked his master, barked happily and all was well 
between them. 

“Twe steak sandwiches to go!” Fred called to a 
waitress. Fred and Dino ate the sandwiches on the 
way heme, They were glad to be reunited, and there 
were no bones about that!”’ 


